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MUSICAL GLASSES AT BOGNOR. 


“Papa has broken out in a fresh place, and his Musical Glasses at Bognor are playing old gooseberry with the Lodging House Keepers. Poor Papa is very 
pig-headed, and it will take weeks before he realizes that people, who have left town for change of air and quiet, don’t want a row continually following them, 
like half a dozen kittens meowing for their ma. In spite of a very severe letter Bob wrote him the other day, and a joint manifesto from Billy and the Dook, 
saying that, unless things yot a bit more patrician, they would have to cut the connection, Papa still fools on. Silly cuckoo! I’ve no patience with him.” —Toorsie. 


SOMETHING LIKE A SON. 


In September, 1830, an extraordinary outrage was per- 
petrated in Hendon Churchyard. 

The vicar of that parish attended before the magistrate, 
at Bow Street, and brought the following charge against a 
Mr. Henry Holm, surgeon and a bricklayer, named Wood. 
He said that one day lately, Mr. Holm, the father of the 

defendant, calle¢ on him and said that his daughter had 

recently died, and that he wished her to be buried in his 
family vault on the following Saturday. On the Thursday 
the parish clerk informed him that Mr. Holm had request 
that the vault might be opened on Friday, but the vicar 
said he could not consent to this, unless a faculty were 
obtained by the parties from Doctors’ Commons. On Friday 
) afternoon, Mr. Holm, senior, meeting the vicar, assured him, 
on the honour of a gentleman, that his sole object in wish- 
ing the vault to be opened the day before the interment of 
his daughter, was to collect the scattered bones of his 
deceased relatives, and Nem them into decent form. Hearing 
this, the vicar promised to give orders to the clerk to have 
the vault opened two hours before the time appointed for 
the burial, that he might do what he desired. The orders 
were given; but the vicar, at the same time, told the clerk 
that he must not allow the coffins to be tampered with, 


..): Stubbins always did put on airs when in the 2. The natnral results were, of course, that Stnbbins, 3. “ Are yon bad, Mr. Stubbins?" “Oh, no!” But 
Smpany of the ladies, but it was excessively stupid before five minutes had passed, felt certain qualms in here a gurgling sound was heard, and with a spas- 
' fix up a cigar when he knew how emoking gener- _ the lower regions, and, in spite of all his efforts, started — modic shudder our hero tore frantically across the 
‘lly acted on his system. trembling in his limbs, much to his lady friend's alarm. sands, Stubbins undoubtedly created au impression. 
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At two o'clock on Saturday, however, one of his servants 
came in an excited state to the vicar to say the coftins had 
been opened, and two or three heads removed by Mr. Henry 
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Holm. Wood, the bricklayer, clove open the leaden coffins with a 
hatchet, and another man assisted withachisel. A witness deposed 
that Mr. Henry Holm raised up a corpse, and seemed to be cutting 
something. He then took a head from the coffin, put it ina bag, 
and walked away. Another witness, who had seen this, stated that 
the defendant returned again and took away another head. One 
of these stolen heads was that of Henry Holm’s own mother! 

The defence offered for this scandalous ontrage was curious, 
Mr. Henry Holm, it appeared, was an enthusiast in his profession, 
and “ever ardent in the pursuit of scientific acquirements.” He 
owned that it was true he had taken the head of his mother, who 
had died thirty vears ago, but * when the reason of his having done 
so was explained, he felt convinced that all the world would acquit 
him of any criminal act, and, in fact, of anything like a crime.” 
He then went on to say that it was well known to many friends of 
Mr. Holm that in their family a disorder of the head was inherent, 
and his object in obtaining the skull of the deceased, was to ascer- 
tain the cause of the malady, “and eradicate it from the system of 
his surviving relations. It was to serve the living, and to extend 
the benefits of science to mankind, that he had violated the sanctity 
of the tomb.” 

It appears, however, that the public at large did not share in 
Henry's scientific enthusiasm, but were much disgusted, and loudly 
hooted the rising practitioner. It may, perhaps, even surprise some 
readers to hear that he was allowed bail. As to the further steps, 
if any, that were taken in the matter,a diligent search through the 
newspapers of that period has afforded no further clue. 


e * * * * * 
“Billiam,” the Blue Eyed Buttercup here softly murmured, 
“there's one thing might have been mentioned. Did they get back 
Mrs, Holm’s mother's head before it was boiled?” 
(Nert week, “Weak Woman.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


———— 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea rae ay envelope large cnough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


R. WALKER (Glasgow).— Quite right, old chap, peg ayy IF 
SAMUEL BROOKFIELD (Caraton).—Sorry though we are to blight 
your hopes, yet it needs must be! The W.-P. B. has received your 
contributions. —W. WILLI8.— We really are afraid to publish tt. 
Erer since your joke was received the staff hare been literally bud- 


bling over with laughter. If it hassuchan gfe as iupes ro~ 
fessional jokists, how could the general public possibly stand it? 


Terrible results would follow. Rindl ¥ muzzle your Vala in future 
before aubmitting them to us,—F. 8, PAGE (Port Elizabeth, South 
Atrica).— We are greatly pleased to hear that A, SLOPER ta such 
a popular character in A fren. Well, The Eminent is modest and 
ofa retiring disposition, and wears the laurel leaf of fame with 
becoming dignity.—PUGIL ISTIC Bos (Exeter).— You really ocer- 
whelm us. It r8 of nouse calling upon us at present, as our fighting 
editor is away for his holidays.— H ARRY.— Of cuurse Tootste will 
be married some day, but it tsa little doubtful whether Lord Bob 
will be the lucky man. * 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada 
and United States of America, post-free : 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38.3d 12 Months. 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rug DE LA BANQUE. 


SLOPER'’S NURSERY RHYMES. 
£1:1:0 


And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 
Best Nursery Rhyme, having for its first line the words, 


AN ARTIST, ONE JOHN McNEILL WHISTLER. 


Please write on Post-Cards only, and address— 
Mr. ’A'PENNY CANE 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
*,* The List will close SATURDAY, OCTOBER 4TH, 1890, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——> 


SUMMER is no more. The cold chills of autumn have set in, and 
Mrs. Sloper has been seen on her way to the leaving shop where 
she deposits her best spring muslin and takes from the custody of 
the spout keeper the solid and comfortable petticoat of commerce. 
And The Dear Old Man has taken on hot Irish, and dear Tootsie has 
added yet another inch of cotton wool to the line of beauty develo- 
per. The first dead leaves are falling. The winter will soon be here, 

* 2 


THE daintiest girl in Torquay 
Refused by her lover to be 
Embraced, “ For my breath,” she said, “ means your death— 
I've been eating ‘inguns’ for tea.” 
sf 


* 

“You'vE been very rude to Miss Pothooks, nnd you must go 
and kiss her, like a good “7,” snid Mrs. Bladder to her very 
youngest olive branch. The Twigletette paused, then asked, “Was 

rude to Miss Pothooks this morning?" “Why do you ask?” 
inquired the mother of the Bladder Gracchi. “ Because I saw him 
go and ——" Buta diversion was caused by Bladder pater simul- 
taneously dropping the tongs on the fireshovel, stamping on the 
tail of the harmless, necessary cat, and upsetting the coal shoot 
with a clever back heel. = 
* 


“Is there anything in the papers this morning?" Bladder mater 
inquired of Bladder pater, and Bladder silius shoved his oar in 
with “ Yes, Belinda’s curls.” —_s_« 

* 


STINGEMAN, under the impression that Spinner had left off 
smoking, thought he would confer a cheap obligation on him, 
and offered him a Giger “Thanks,” replied Spinner, and pro- 
ceeded to light up. “Why, I thought you had left off tobacco!” 
raid the astonished Stingeman. “So I have,” answered Spinner; 
“but,” contemptnously holding up the weed, “you don't call this 
tobacco, do you?” ae 

* 


I Love her, oh! I love her 
As none can ever tell. 
She-said, “ My dear, a glass of port— 
A bit of cheese as well.” 
She was the regular, right-down regulation West End swell. 
ss 


* 
Overheard outside “ The Sloperies.” 

Smiffkins. Holla, Trotter, old man! Howare you? you're looking 
very happy this afternoon ; what's the matter? 

Trotter. Why, Uve found out the way to get rich! Instead of 
paying four shillings a day for dinner at one of the Fleet Street 
restaurants, I weigh in to the “Sloper Arms,” and have one of 
their sixpenny dinners, comprising a large vate of meat, two vege- 
tables and a lump of bread ; try it, my boy 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 335.—The “ Bognor Bathing " Costume, 


HE’S GOT ’EM ON! | 


The art of dressing, or the result of 
an extra busy night. 


Hostess, Hasn't your sister come? 

Tommy (eyeing cake). No, but that 
don't matter—I can eat her share as 
well as my own! 


q 


”, 
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VERY LIGHT PORTERAGE. 
Jones. There you are, boy, that's the luggage. Get someone to help you to put 
it on your back, bring it up to my louse, and I'll give you sixpence! 


THE “EXCELSIOR” TOURIST SUIT— 
£3 168. 9d. 


Bay 


PULLING A LONG FACE. 


(Saturday, September 27, 1890, 


“T was fond of her,” he said. “Why, one rainy day 

walked down our area steps, I got six of my mother’s Pig tll 
made'em red hot,and held ‘em over the steps, so that they shoul i 
become that dry that I could get the dust off the soles of he 
boots! And 1 Kept that dust in a gold match-box, and fed ai 
canary with it,so that when it burst forth into song | should fancy 
that it had something to do with the voice of her Tiowed. She en 
since ed a pork butcher. I went into that shop to buy s 
saveloy, and she handed it to me on the point of her new com a 
sition penny hairpin. So is the Tomance of life changed.” > 


s 

WINTER mists are rising fast, 
Summer's flown—it's past, it’s past! 
Leaves are falling, chills arise, 
“1 d.'s the price of penny pies,” 
Says SLOPER, as he wipes his eyes. 
“ But see, the ‘ Blue Pig's’ looming near - 
Why is it spirits are so dear?” 
*Twas thus The Old Man slowly spake, 
At poesie he takes the cake— 
Cold Irish is the next he'll take. 

—Oscar Wilde and pickled onions, 


* 
“ Jim writes up that he's getting on capital with anatomy,” ani 
the proud father, perusing ife first letter from his son in “ pp ie 
who was a medical at Barty’s. “Just like his father,” said Jim's 
maternal parent, “always running arter the girls. I wonder if this 
Ann Attermy is respectable?" « » 

* 


“I is the greatest mistake in life to make up your mind sud- 
denly about anything.” A waggon load of birch twigs passes by 
“Hallo! bound for the tea grocer’s?” youcry out, you silly old idiot. 
Why, if you had turned the corner, you would have seen by that 
brass plate, large enough for Tootsie to dance a breakdown on— 
you would have seen that Miss McStinger was once again going to 
open in the boarding-school trade. 


* 

WHEN a man's single he lives at his ease; 

They open the front-door, he falls on his knees ; 

But when he is married this ain’t the cheese, 
As he would jolly soon find when he found the doormat covering 
his intellectual cranium, and firmly skewered in his left ear by the 
aid of the simple husband beater of common popularity. 

se 


s 
ONE of the finest sights in London can be reproduced by the aid 
of the instantaneous camera. Go out at 8.30 A.M., when the sweet, 
shy slaveys are cleaning the steep steps of a noble street of houses, 
Let the day be moderately windy, and—— “the banners waying in 
the sky ” will have to take a back seat, rayther! What price top 
buttons? Pa 
* 


First Sweet Young Thing. 1 don't mind growing old a bit—in 
fact, I should rather like it if I had nice white hair; but one thing 
1 can’t reconcile myself to, and that’s the idea of growing ugly. 

Second Sweet Young Thing. Fancy, now! I should have thongkt 
you would have got over that by this time, dear. 

=z 
s 
A LITTLE spree 
Upon the sea, 
Away they went a-sailing ; 
A little squeeze, 
Then came a breeze, 
And home they came bewailing. 
s¢ 


= 
It is wroen of them, indeed, to say those wicked, cruel things 
about dear old Ally. “ i said Ally, “ who've never gone s0 far as 
to see a pink rat with | Sega spots gavorting on the mantelshelf ; to 
be told that I was so bad that I took myself fora fusee, thought 
my nose was the red end, and was rubbing it violent like on the 
dustbin lid to get a light for my seventeen a shilling edge at 
These here lies will have to be put a stop to, or the old man will be 
on the job; so that Kilrain won't have all the slogging and Irish 
cold to himself. +. 


“WHEN I was a young map,” remarked Sharpshins, “I hada 
lovely bass voice.” “ {shouldn't have thought that, pa!” remarked 
Sharpshins, junior, musingly. “And wherefore not, my son?" 
inquired the author of his being. “’Cause Shakespeare says, * Base 
is the slave that pays’; and Mr. Snarler says you never pay !” 


a 
A CHARMING young lady of Ryde 
When caught in a storm of wind, tried 
To keep down her clothes, but the wind would disclose, 
The place where her gar—er—shoestrings were tied. 


s 
“Now that the Lady Cricketers have finished their season, I 
Pppcee we shall have a Lady Football Team,” said Belinda 
Bladder’s very last betrothed. And the applet of his optic simpered, 
“don't think I ever could understand that game.” Then the 
fiend pater interposed, “ Anyway, you know all about reuge, and 
inost people think you a forwa rd girl.” 


* 

Mrs, CLUMBERBUMP went to the pit of the theatre, the other 
day, and she got so ushed and “equeedged ” about that she “don't 
think it’s worth nobody's while,” and she has arrived at the con- 
clusion that “ if avers body don go and get there a couple of hours 
before everybody else, nobody can't get in.” 


s 
“Wuart a lark the love of men is; 
Jack and I were playing tennis, 
I declared I was ° fifteen,’ 
Feeling joyously serene. 
Jack, in tones that stones would move, 
Sighed, ‘Ah, me! I'm only—Love,' 
Sarah Sneerly went by snorting. 
‘Tennis court—pish ! Tennis courting. 
Game?’ J call it a dead set— 
‘Not ball, but man is near the net.’ 
‘What price that for something spruce?’ 
Said I to Jack. He answered, ‘ Deuce!’ 
Knowing Sarah safely can't age, 
I cried out, exulting,‘ Vantage !'” rayne 
—Extract from “ Dotsie Darling's Diary. 
s 


* 

THE best of men, the greatest of men, the only really Great One, 
is somewhat ont of sorts. He must change his drinks, he say*. 
The sawdust of the bar of the “ Blue Pig” is no longer to percolate 
through the ventilating apertures of his venerable bluchers. The 
tyrant of the “ Blue Pig ” has offended him. By him he was declared 
inebriate. “You know very well, indeed, that when you couldnt 
find the sugar on the counter, you must pick up McGooseley $ 
coppers, shove ‘em in the hot gin, and stir ‘em round with your 
gamp for a crusher; and then you gazed idly and dreamily into 
that old tile of yours, and poured the stuff into it ‘cos you thought 
it was your mouth, and wondered where your false teeth had gone 
to. Ga ‘long, I say, you——” 

———— 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture to be given to the readers of “ ALY SLOPER'S | Harr-Hor! 
DAY,” ts an otf painting by FREDERICK BARNARD, measuring 66 in, x 50 in, 
a handsome gold frame, and entitled, 


“CORIN AND TOUCHSTONE.” 


Make ONF APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this enh: 
ment inclosed, together with your Nameand A idress,any time before September . 


Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, EC. 


4° This Picture ts on View every Friday afternoon between 3 p.m. and 6 p.m 


Saturday, September 27, 1890.) 


TOOTSIE AT ILFRACOMBE 


Yrz, dears, here we are, and very comfortably housed at the 
“Iltracombe Hotel.” I think yon would like Ilfracombe. It has a 
capital pier, 
admission one 
penny ouly,and 
there you may 
Ses upon the 


Atlantic, 
and the wild, 
tocky scenery 


around you,and 
glance at elig- 
ible males out 
of the corner of 


your eye. 
When wet, 

there is the 

Victoria Pro 


menade, a very 
handsome 
building — con- 
structed of iron 
and glass, and 
well — supplied 
with shrubs and 
flowers. There 
are plenty of 
cozy corners, 
where you may 
find shelter 
from the wind, 
upon Capstone 
Snapping Billy. Parade, which 
: . is on a hill or 
rock jutting out into the sea, with broad paths scarped out of the 
rock, and seeing bY gradual ascents till you find your little self two 
hundred feet above sea level. 

There is avery good band on the lower parade, which brings 
together a big gathering of mashers and maidens, all forlorn. 
There are, too, some very good entertainments frequently given at 
the Oxford Hall, which are well patronized, and we were very much 
pleased by Whittaker and Jennings’ clever com pans, in that most 
delightful and successful comedy of Our Flat, by Mrs. Musgrave. 

Lardi and Tottie and | have been pretty comfortable, considering, 
but poor Billy and the Dook have not had altogether a pleasant 
time. Billy’s ma has increased his allowance by sixpence a week, 
and that, with Bob's shilling, brings his income up to forty-eight 
pence, or almost sevenpence per diem, wherewith to take the rough 
edge off his appetite between meals. It is, however, a regrettable 
fact that sevenpennyworth does not fill Billy up sufficiently, and 
often the fourth 
day he either 
borrows of us 
poor girls, or 
goes about 
empty and hol- 
low -eyed. 
Finding out this 
state of things, 
Bob, the other 
day, gave him 
tive shillings in 
a lump, and 
bade him eat its 
worth. Hethen 
i . struct : da 
photographer to 
tollow Billy, 
and take him on 
the snap system 
whenever he 
found him with 
his mouth full, 
and we now 
possess like- 
nesses of Billy, 
a3 he appears 
eating a sand- 
wich, a bun, a 
three-corner, a An old yarn spinner. 
banbury, a jam - ‘ 
tart,and a block of gingerbread. It is an interesting collection ! 

But I was going to tell you that there are the most delightful 
drives and sails to be had ; and of course you must go to Clovelly, 
which Charles Dickens has described so well in “The Message 
from the Sea,” as being built sheer up the face of a steep cliff, with 
no road and not a level vard in it. You must also see Lynton and 
Lynmouth, justly called the “English Switzerland,” and do not 
miss Lee, with its beautifully wooded valley. Brier Cave, at 
Watermouth, you must go to; and, indeed, there is much else, for 
Ilfracombe and its neighbourhood are most picturesque. 

To tell the truth, without leaving the town, some delightful views 
may be obtained, and an old sailor, who let me look through his 
telescope, pointed out places of interest, including one he rowed 
from, to join a ship he went out in to fight the battle of Cressy and 
capture Calais. e was certainly an old man, but I should have 
thought these events occurred a little before his time. At Marte 
Church, we saw the tomb of Sir William de Tracey, who did, or did 
not (it’s uncertain) help to kill Thomas a Becket. Iam told that 
Jack Sheppard is supposed to be buried in two or three different 
places, and that Cromwell’s head, when a babe, a boy and an old 
man, are on view in three separate caravans up and down the country. 

It may interest persons, king of the nature of that Bob, to 
kuow that a monthly fishing ticket at Trentishoe costs seven 
shillings, and that “The neighbourhood of Ilfracombe abounds in 
birds and 
animals, such as 
foxes, otters, 

gers, etcet- 
era,” Bob, so far, 
has honey anu 
etcetera. It looks 
like a tittlebat. 

Although 
somé consider- 
able distance 
from London, a 
great number of 
visitors find their 
way down to 
Ilfracombe, and 
/ 1 am told that 

sometimes beds 
are not to be got 
for love or 
money, It has 
been very full 
and very lively 
while we have 
been here, and 
among those 
who found their 
way down, is the 
poor Dook'’s 
enraged : tenant, who 
a zed at the Dook's refusal to make extensive repairs on a 
Lt erty he has had no rent for for years, has gone for the Dook 
; id done him damage. What is left of the Hereditary is trundled 
» and fro in a sort of go-cart by asmall but resolute boy. 


The remnants of the Dook, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 


To Purchasers of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, and post it to:— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


“ Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” September 27th, 1890. 
NGQMO sooo 
Address ... 


He Perens Occupation, if any 


How many times applied... 


How long a Purchaser of, = 
the “ Half-Holiday"’ 


The List for this week will close on Tuesda 
September 30th. The List for September th will 
the “ HauF-HOLIDAY” for October 4th. 


216th WEEK. 


LIST FOR SEPTEMBER 18th. 
The following Twenty Applicants have been given 


““SLOPER” WATCHES:- 


1, JOSEPH E. BINKS, Sheriff's Officer, 24 “M" Block, Peabody's Buildings, 

Dufferin Street, St. Luke's, Age, 36 years, Subscriber—5 rare weeks, 
NDON, 

2. F. J. LANDER, Clerk, 30 Broughton Street, Battersea. Age, 20 years. Sub- 
ecriber—since commencement. Lon 5 

3. W. STUART ROBINSON, Architect's Clerk, 24 Drayton Gardens, South 
Kensington. Age, 19 years, Subscriber—since first No. LONDON. 

4. JOHN 8. NISH, Printer, 60 Robert Street. Aye, 19 years. Subscriber— 
since March, 1887, BARROW-IN-FURNESS. 

5. POLLY BRUNT, School Girl, Upper Caldicote. Age, 14 years. Subscriber— 
3 years, 7 months. Near BIGGLESWADE ( Beds.). 

6, ROBERT SPALDING, Brewer's Traveller, Whiting Street. Age, 50 years. 
Subscriber—54 years. BURYSST.- MUNDS. 

7. W. F. BOND, Signalman, Woodham Ferris Station, G.E.R. Age, 26 years. 
Subscriber—3 years, 12 weeks. Near CHELMSFORD. 

8. LIZZIE SIDDALL, Mantle Maker, 12 Crude Street. Age, 28 rs. Sub- 
seriber—4 years, 8 months, ‘HESTER. 

9 ARTHUR WEBB, Porter, L. & N.W.R., 18 Dorfold Street. Age, 18 rs. 
Subscriber—3 years, 3 weeks, CREWE. 

10, E. STOKES, Dressmaker, 36 Townwall Street. Age, 25 years, eee 


54 years. 
11. wit P, GILL, Recruiting Sergeant, R.M.. “Red Lion Hotel,’ Northgate 
Street. Age. 32 years, Subscriber—6 years, 5 weeks. GLOUCESTER. 
12, JESSE MORETON, Newsman, Lugwardine, Age, 28 years. Subscriber— 
since June, 1888, HEREFORD. 
13. JAMES G. A. LANG, Booking Clerk, 3 Victoria Place, Burnbank. Age, 14 
years. Subscriber—since No. 1. HAMILTON. 
4. JOHN MARCHANT, Gardener, 6 Hampton Cottages. Age, 50 years. Sub- 
scriber—since Feb., 1887, HURSTPIERPOINT. 
15, EMMA CULL, Dressmaker, East Street. Age, 40 years. Subscriber—since 
July, 1884, HYTHE. 
16, W. FROBISHER, 3 Wood Street, Gorton. Age, 32 years, Subscriber-—123 
weeks, MANCHESTER. 
17, E. GLISBEY, Scholar. Age, 16 years. Sn! scriber—since commencement, 
MANTON STATION (Rutlandshire). 
18. JAMES J.T. BAKER, Leather Se‘ler, 9 Church Green Eust. Age, 34 veurs. 
Subscriber—5 years, 3 weeks. REDDITCH. 
19. JOHN T. HAYTON, Turner, 61 Alliance Street. Age, 31 years, Subscriber 
—59 years, STOCKTON-ON-TEES. 
20. BERTRAM EDWARD DIGGER, Messenger, Ombersley Road. Age, 14 pare 
Subscriber—nearly 5 years, WORCESTE 


evening next, 
be published in 


AMOROUS TRADESMEN. 
No. 8—THE PAssIONATE NEWSVENDOR TO HIS LOVE. 


- THE Moon shines clear around us, love; 
Upon this Rock let us recline 
And watch the Stars that far above 
O’er Land and Water brightly shine. 


I tell you but the ‘Ae my dear: 
You're all the World to me, you know, 
Life is all fair when thou art near, 
Sad are the 7imes when far you go. 


I long for Daily News of thee, 

When thou art far away, my Queen ; 
Ever as true to thee I'll be, 

As in Past times I've always been. 


What! You would poke your Fux at me? 
I fear another's in the Field ; 

Firm as a Post you'll find I'll be; 
To no man in this Globe I'll yield. 


Your nla? dada but fickle maid, 

Has filled your mind with ai:ns too high ; 
"Tis Money that you seek, false jade, 

ally vous en! We part for aye. 


————_>———_ 


HARD LINES. 


WE have ever had a certain amount of sympathy for actresses 
with husbands, and our heart went out toa fair serio-comic, now 
appearing at three halls nightly, who is blessed with a creature of 
the male sort. “ Yes,” said she, “1 know these di’mond earrin’s is 
new, and I own I've got four pair more, locked up at ‘ome—but | 
can't ‘elp it. You see, my blessed ‘usband’s so took up with backin’ 
‘orses, that unless 1 go about with my saylary stuck into me in the 
shape of joolery, or swallow the bally cheque, he gits ‘old of and 
does it in at bettin’.” 

ae sage ee 


THE DOOK’S ANCESTORS. 


THE othcr day, the Dook Snook invited the members of the 
Family down to his ancestral residence, and while going through 
the picture gallery, McGooseley was much struck by the portraits 
of the Duke's father, a grey headed old party, and his grandfather, 
a young man about twenty-one. “Well, I'm blowed !” exclaimed 
McGooseley, who, owing to the impoverished, state of the doocal 
cellars, was fairly sober. “Why, your bloomin’ grandfather must 
have been a kid in the cradle when your bally father was born!” 


WouR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ALLY CUOPER'S HALP-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
vices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been engaged. Readers 
desiriny a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length, 
signed with the usual signature, and accompanied by a stamped addressed envelope 
(with the writer's own address), All letters must be directed to— 

“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“TURK SLOVERIKS,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 

Answers will be posted direct to the addresses siren on Envelopes. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above requiations, 

Oneing to the enormous number of letters received, answers cannot be guaranteed 
within fourteen days, but will be Jucuurded as early as possible, 


- 


ae 
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SOMETHING BYRONIC. 
-_—— 
“How I loathe the modern everyday young man!” exclaimed 
Belinda Prattleton, as she petulantly tlung No. 2,00t of The Young 


Lady's Lang- 
uisher into the 
furthermost 
corner of the 
room, “There 
is a wearying 
sameness about 
him that is pos- 
itively disgust- 
ing. No lurid 
tire burns in 
his glance ; his 
soul exhales no 
What 
my heart 
yearns for is 
somethin 
commanding, 
dark, mysteri- 
ous, romantic 
—something 
purely Byronic. 
Oh, for a Cor- 
sair! a Giaour! 
or a Manfred ! 
I dote on Man- 

fred!" 

“ ‘a dear,” 
said her Aunt 
Betsy, placidly 
wiping her 

spectacles, 
and dropping . 
another peppermint lozenge into her mouth with an air of serene 
enjoyment, “depend upon it you are wrong—utterly wrong. The 
modern young man may be devoid of romance, but he is eminently 
practical. Now, your Cousin Dick——” : 

“Dick!” interrupted Belinda, in accents of withering scorn ; 
“ Dick, with his check suit, crimson tie, and lace-up boots, with his 
peteity for underdove beef, and his penchant for music halls! 

h, horrible, horrible! I hate him!" and she flounced indignantly 
from the room. 

There was a balmy softness in the air that afternoon, as Belinda 
sought her accustomed seat in Kensington Gardens. 

To her surprise, it was already occupied. ; 

“IT fear,” said the occupier, rising respectfully, hat in hand—and 
oh! what a rich, melodious voice he possessed !—“ I fear 1 may be 
unwittingly 
occupying 
your favourite 
seat. Permit 
me to with- 
draw, and—" 

“ Notatall,” 
she faltered, 
sinking tim- 
idly down— 
and oh! how 
ridiculously 
commonplace 
her words 
seemed! 
Then, imper- 
ceptibly, they 
glided into 
conversation, 
They spoke, 
or rather she 
spoke, of 
poems and 
romances, of 
heroes and 
corsair, 

Then grad- 
ually, and 
with evident 
reluctance, he 
told her his 
history. His 
A name was 
Bertrand de Courcy. (“ Bertrand,’ she murmured softly, “it is 
redolent of romance!) He was of high and haughty lineage, but 
fraudulent trustees were keeping him from his rightful possessions 
and goading him towards a frozen abyss of shameful pore 
was how he put it. He had travelled in many lands, and darkly 
hinted at deeds of bloodshed and rapine, in which his hands had 
not been altogether free from guilt. Altogether, it was lovely ; and 
when, at parting, he borrowed what ready-money she had, and 
arranged to meet her on the morrow, she felt that her fondly 
cherished dreams were at last about to be realized. 

But the rose of love was not without thorns. Bertrand was 
proud, and his lofty soul scorned the small sums his poor little 
purse at times contained. Did she wish to cast in his face the fact 
that he was a beggar—a pauper? And her tears fell fast as she 
sobbed that Aunt Betsy kept her short of pocket-money and that, 
though she knew where the till and other valuables were kept, yet 
she could never, never venture to help herself. It would uot be 
right—it would not be honest! And he smiled and kissed away 
her tears, and 
said she must 
forgive the 
soreness of his 
soul. And she 
forgave him, 
and incident- 
ally mentioned 
where the till 
was kept. 

That night, 
Belinda —_ was 
aroused from 
her slumbers 
by a_ terrific 
hubbub, and, 
descending 
hurriedly, 
found Ber- 
trand de 
Courcy, alias 
Flash Ned, in 
the grasp of 
a stalwart 
constable. 
Cousin Dick, 
arriving home 
late from his 
favourite 
music hall, 
had_ inter- 
cepted and 
captured the 
romantic . ; : 
marauder in the act of making off with Aunt Betsy’s till, he having 
effected an entrance through the dining room window. 

Belinda has arrived at the conclusion that romance is a fraud, 
and that the modern young man. likea certain nameless individual, 
is not half so black as he is painted. 


Hat in band. 


In the grasp of a constable. 
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“Do you know, dear, I want awfully to figure ina 

Miss Pecker, Of course, women have more soul than men, breach of promise case, but up to now have not been 
A WET NURSE. Mr. Richard. ! able tudo su, owing to my admirers being unwilling 
to come to the point—at least, in black and white. 


“Oh, there's pa talking to Mr. Smith and Mr. Jones. Let us run Mr. Richard. A superfluity, I think. You endow us poor y -: 
LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. up the beach aud meet them instead of going in the machine, ma, men therewith by intimate assuciation — nearly every | What do you advise + 
He came, he saw, t¢ conquered. | dear.” [Needless to say, ma does nut accept the invitation. | married man is sold, you know.” | — Extract from young lady's letter. 
TOOTSIE'’S FRIENDS. DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—W. S. GILBERT, Esq. 


2 


~ 


cried Mr. Gilbert, “excuse me one second. I'm just settling a little law 


| (). A. SLOPER was admitted by little Oliver, the page, who, after his dismissal SLOPER !” 
solicitor, Mr. Barnes Carew.”"——(4). “ You know Captain Reece gf 


by his late employer, the Earl, in consequence of his misplaced attachment for that business with my 

noble’s daughter, was generously engaged withvut a character by Mr. W. S. Gilbert, H.M.S. Mantlepien, and General Joln of the Sixty-Seventy-First ? Gentlemen, Mr. 

—(2). In the ante-room were two gentlemen in converse over a giass of wine, “ What SLOPER ; ani I mnst say, old friend, it is really kind of you to look me up.” “Thank 
little private conversation 


No. 149.—Miss RayMOND. 
A a Le be name, sir?” said little Oliver. “SLOPER,” replied The Eminent, Both gentlemen you, Mr. Gilbert, but, in point of fact, I wish to havea 
An angel in human guise. —The Dook Snook. sure: "ean the renownel Jittérateur f Sried the sider. dios same, sir, at your with you.” “ Certainly, Lr step this way. wells ALLY: | what is ue up. shi 
“7, ij ” service.” “Then let me introduce myself. Iam Peter, Bishop of Rum-ti-foo, aud All right, don't mind mentioning the amount, I have ju received a je cheque 
T'd feel content to die, could I one smile attract. —Lord Bob . this is Sir Barnaby Bampton Boo.” A. SLOPER bowed low. “And. Mr. SLOPER,” from my friend D'’Oyly Carte.” “Thanks, generous riend, but it is not that. I 
s went on the Bishop, “I was just drinking Sir Barnuby's health—everybody does, you merely wish to interview you."——(5), ‘hen Mr. Gilbert “recollected straight lel 
“Soft! what charms are these ?—a woman's! Then I may know ; come, join me.” “ Delighted!" cried The Mouldy One. * Will Mr. SLOPER | business at the bank,” and with a gentle wave of the hand stalked calmly out of the 
pe.” —The Hon. Billy. step upstairs, please ’" said little Oliver, entering at that moment.—(3). “ My dear room, leaving SLUPER to his own reflections. 


FLOOD AND BLOOD! 


me = ee ee ee —— 


| = 


(1) As McSwine was driving his bull through his inundated farm, McParritch facetiously remarked, “ Poisoning (2). When the dear Elder came np, he said, “ What unchristianlike conduct, not being able to enjoy 
mair flies wi’ that nose o' yours, sonnie?” weather aud a decent fight withoot bringing a heathin bull inta it!” 


the fine fresh 
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[rr -Darkesé - Endlard. er 


?-pugkeal- acai? 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


What a glorious September we have had! Who will dare complain of the English summer 4 General B.:—Although your chaps the moucy take, You must confess we take the cahe:—The 
now? There are sure to be some growlers condemning the weather a3 unseasonable and the nights hushand could not understand— He thought his wife in Yankeeland :—The engine downwa ris 
as cold, but that is only to be expected. Thank goodness, | never growl. Proceed, please:— | quickly ran, Uncontrolled by power of man :—The strike is o'er, I'm glal to say, And men return 
Alas! ‘tis sad; the happy twain Were to their homes took back again:—The madern icyclist with extra pay.—The cricketing season of 1890 is over at last, and the Australian Team have departed, 
they say, Is breaking records ev ry day :—* In Darkest England” soon will be Completed by good Thoy may take the coin, but | guess the honour remains with us——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 

al A tcl a Ez d =: a a eg ee 
“ON'Y A "A'’PENNY!” 
SWY\ 


, me 


“BLACK GAME.” 
Samo, Now, den, boys! tack in yer bally tuppennys: 


CTL WATT Ha 


aun 


“KEEP THY HEART FOR ME.”—Old Song. 
“Yes, but look here,” says the butcher, “the hot weather's a-goin’ 
to last to the end uf Ucteber, mum, doncherkuow !" 


He, No, no, boy—take it away. 
She. There you are, George ! you really are a most extraordinary man. Por the last half-hour 


you have becu growling for # paper, and When the opportunity occurs to purclusse it, you won't 
accept it! 


| i 
| 

Bou. War Cry, sir! | 
SHE MEANT A PHRENOLOGIST. | 
‘ 


Mary. I had my bumps told yesterday, Sarah—you know, by one 
Of those chiropodist chaps! 


ee — 
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es 
A PROUD FATHER! 

It is not unnatural that A. SLOPER should be interested in the 
Boulangist Revelations? Apart from all otuer considerations, does 
not his car- 
rotty haired 
otfspring—the 
male portion 
of the Twin 
Departinent — 
bear the name 
of Boulanger? 
This unhappy 
fact weighs on 
The Eminent’s 
mind : tothink 
that one of his 
children 
should have 
been — named 
after the most 
unique  speci- 
men ofaskunk 
that has ever 
honoured us 
by taking 
refuge in our 
country! 
a? ~ What is to be 

Aaaiee done? Is the 

= b future of this 

simple child, 
who knows no 
fuile. to 
lighted, or 
; blasted, if you 
prefer it, for evermore, by carrying with him to the grave the 
name of the Champion Mountehank of Modern Times? Stay! 
shall we in future drop his Boulanger and hang our hats upon the 
Shakebacon portionof his name? Before risking so serious a ste 
however, the F.O. M. must take the advice and opinions of his friends 
and relations, “Boulanger, Boulanger! wherefore art thou 
Boulanger? “exclaimed The Old Man as he rocked the Apple of 
his Eye into a peaceful slumber. 


& 


a “Goop gracious ! you don't mean to say you've used Sloper's 
Soap? “TI have, and found it most injurious to my skin !"— 


[te et.) se 
* 


“Goop Heavens! what on earth is the mnatter with your face?” 
“Oh, I've only been using Sloper's Soap !"—[ Another Adet.]. 


es Goon afternoon ! you appear to be suffering from the measles.” 
“ Nothing of the sort, it’s only Sloper's Soap!"—[ Yet another Adct.] 


s 

THE Czar of Russia has acted in a manner which ought to gain 
him the goodwill of at least one class of tradesmen. He has 
decreed that in future all his 
clothes, and those of the femi- 
nine portion of his family, shall 
be made in Russia and by 
Russian workmen. Would that 
the ladies of the English Court 
would follow seek ope set by 
the Czar, instead of having 
nearly every article of attire 
manufactured of foreign 
material and by foreigners. It 
would — revolutionize many 
industries, and we should hear 
less of the bitter struggle for 
existence among our own work- 
people. e* 

* 


REALLY, Mr. Augustus Moore, 
you have made things rather 
ively for yourself, haven't you? 
To be personally attacked, twice 
in one evening, by persons they 
have slandered in their papers, 
is an experience which, happily, 
falls to the lot of few editors, 
except in America, It is a 
pity Messrs. Whistler and 
Lingard lust their tempers so 
far as to go for you, Augustus ; 
but, perhaps they couldu't get 
satisfaction in any other way— 
you word your articles so art- 
fully, don’t you? Suppose, when A. SLOPER, in his characteristically 
delicate manner, requested Mr. St. Vincent Mercier to account 
satisfactorily for the monies received by him on behalf of the St. 
Jonn's Hospital for Skin Diseases, that gentleman, instead of re- 
covering £300 through a court of law, as balm to his outraged 
feelings, had called on ALLY with a horsewhip; why, the result 
would not have been nearly so satisfactory—to St. Vincent. No, 

Mr. Moore, you came off well, all things considered. 

When Gussie awoke to the state of the case, 
He stretched Whistler out on the floor ; 
And pummelled that painter of “ studies” until 
He cried, “1 don't want any Moore.” 


* 

IN producing A Million of Moncy. Mr. Augustus Harris has com- 
pletely met the tastes of Drury Lane patrons, for the piece is 
exceedingly re- 4 
alistic, and 
abounds in 
telling _situa- 
tions, while the 
dialogue is 
smart and to 
the point. The 
most effective 
scene in the 
draina is that 
of the Race 
course, and a 
more brilliant 
stage achieve- 
ment it has 
rarely been our 
lot to witness. 
During this 
scene the en- 
thusiasm of the * 
audience knows 
no bounds, and 
cheer after 
cheer break 
from the ex- 
cited onlookers. 
Mr. C. Warner, 
fresh from the 
Antipodes, in 
the part of Harry Dunstable, makes a capital hero—his cheery, robust 
style meeting with hearty acknowledgment. Other characters are 
excellently enacted by Harry Nicholls, Herbert Standing, Jessie 
Millward, Alice Lingardand Fanny Brough, while the Geoffrey St. 
Clair of Charles Glenney is one of the tnumphs of the piece. It 
is needless to say that the spectacular effect is well looked after. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE Matrimonial Knot in Texas is of an extremely loose nature. 


' and a man can divorce himself from his wife almost at an hour's 


notice without even her knowledge or 
consent. Only recently a young man 
eluped from that State with a pretty girl, 
leaving his wife and children in a state of 
destitution, U 


Upon inquiry it was found 
that, although he had been living with 
the mother of his children. yet they were 
no longer man and wife, the husband 
having previously obtained a divorce, the 
woman bert entirely ignorant of the fact. 


= 

WE deeply regret to be compelled 
again this week to give ex- 
tracts fron Alexandry’s 
‘Chronicle of Crime.” This 
work, when finished, will put 
the “ Newgate Calendar” com- 
pletely into the shade, For 
the Tolstoi-est Zola-esqueness 
of the worst kind, it, in the language 
of the Eisteddfod, sekat eht ekac -— 
“ Tuvaday. September Ith.—The Phi- 
lanthropiz Libeflerand Lottery Mon- 
ger with his Associates in Debauche- 
ree. made things hum at the Queen’s 
Park Hall Harrow Koad The recep- le 
tion was egg-y—verv egg-y Satur- / Nee 
day, Septenbe 13th.—The so-called ae \\ 
Pioneer of Purity, surrounded by the : \, : j 
usual Crew of Cherrybims and Sarah- | { Uy 
phums— painted things an emerald | 

reen, with a red spot—on the occasion of their visit tothe Féte 
neld at Brockwell Park. Guv'nor seized with viclent hiccups on 
his return. Sunda 4 September 14th.—The Grog Blossomed Beacon, 
and the rest of the Jelly Fishy Contingent. woke the natives up, 
when they appeared in the Demonstration on behalf of the Willes- 
den Cottage Hospital. It’s a Jucky thing for the Head of our 


House that he didu t live in the good old times of the early Britons 
Yattved al! over hardly expresses the beans he'd have got.’ 
* 


W. S. said it must have been Sullivan. Sitting reflectively in the 
sulevads of his own wine cellar, A. SLOPER says if the Goddess 

uccess brings about such petty jealousies, his humble prayer is, 
may her mantle never fall ou his shoulders, No, A. SLOPER would 
prefer to go on in his own quiet way; therefore, readers of this 
wretched rag, W. S. Gilbert, Sir Arthur Sullivan, and Mr D'Oyly 
Carte excluded, are respectfully invited to compose a four line 
verse on ens Spr and to send it, with their name and address, 
together with this paragraph, to “ ALLY THE TripPER.” “The 
Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street. London, E.C. 

*.* 
s 


A FIRST class return ticket to Aberystwith. and £10, have 


heen forwarded to Mr. J. H. DANCASTER, 46 Myddleton Square, 
London, for the best four line verse on Aberystwith. Silence, please, 


for Mr. Dancaster :— 
Gentle Muses, be my guide, and lead me to success ; 
Let me make the F.0.M. one ten pound note the less. 
Let it be my happy lot to go to Aberystwith, 
To revel there oue glorious week the Good Old Hypnotist with. 


Who. after this, will say that true poetic feeling is dying out in this 
country? Oscar Wilde. look to your back hair! 
.-. 
* 

DUELLING at the present period seems to be as popular with 
the feminine as with the male sex. Two young ladies of prepos- 
sessing appearance. one an American, 
the other. a well known _ burlesque 
actress, a native of La Belle France, 
recently fell in love with the same 
male man thing (lucky fellow!). A 
quarrel was the consequence. and a 
challenge naturally followed and was 
accepted. Resorting to the suburbs of 
Paria, wine for one and swords for two 
were ordered. But at this interesting 
moment a gendarme appeared, and in 
spite of tears and protests marched 
both principals and seconds off to the 
station, where the superintendent 
dismissed them with a caution. 


= 

DIRECTLY the Gooseberry Season 
commences. all sorts of subjects ure in- 
troduced for discussion in our news- 
papers,; subjects which. in the ordinary 
course of events, would be looked upon 
as ridiculous. ‘What on earth interest 
is it to the general public to read differ- 
ent people's ideas as to “ Whether we 
should dance or not?” Or, “Should 
not bachelors be taxed?” Is it to be 
conceived for ohe moment that the un- 
asked for opinion of a few nobodies 
will influence a whole community? If 
aman wishes to dance, the combined 
efforts of a thousand twaddlers would 
not alarm him inthe slightest ; and we 
do not papps that the Chancellor of the Exchequer will be 
swayed by the cackling of a few geese, whose sole ambition seems 
to be to see their names in print. If the readers of journals that 
are in the habit of starting these controversies would protest, the 
editors would. before long, be compeHed to keep such wretched 


; rubbish out of their papers. and the sooner the better 


(Saturday. September 27, 1890, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 478, 1890, 
—— 


28th September, 1811.—0n this day the t fi ° 
me for che Chemonskip of England, becween Tans rat ite 
olyneux. 


29th September, 1758.—Horatio, Viscount Nelson, was 
born this day, at Burnham Therpe, in Norfolk. Before leavin. 
London to join the shp Victery, then in Portsmouth Harbour, au | 
about to sail for the Mediterranean, etc.—shortly before the Battie 
of I'rafalgar—Nelson had ordered furniture to be sent to his rooms 
in Piccadilly. The upholsterer promised faithfully to send it on 4 
certain morning at seven o'clock ; but Lord Nelson said. with 
emphasis, “ A quarter befure seven a quarter before seven! to that 
quarter of an hour I owe all the succcess of my life.” 

30th September, 1874.—A strange murder and_suicide 
took place this day at Plymouth, A retired builder, named Thomas 
first cutting his wife's throat, and then his own, while waiting in « 
solicitor’s office to settle details of a deed of separation, 


lst October, 1885.—The new telegraph tariff, six 
twelve words. including the address came iuto operation this dar" 


Qnd October, 1771.—The Duke of Cumberland, younger 
brother of George ILI. this day married the Honourable Mrs 
Horton, to the iret annoyance of the King, who, henceforth 
rigidly excluded him from court. Horace Walpole describes the 
lady as a young widow of twenty-four, extremely pretty and well 
made, and remarkable for the U paees length of her eyelashes, which 
veiled a pair of most artful and coquettish eyes. He adds, however 
that she had no reason to plume herself on having conquered 4 
man so intellectually weak as the duke. 


8rd October, 1736.—The following curious letter, bearing 
this date, was fouud among the papers of Mr. Goldwyr, a surgeon 
of Salisbury :— 

“79 Mz. EDWARD GOLDWYR, at his house in the Close, 
of Salisbury. 

“§1r,—Being informed that you are the only surgeon in this 
city (or county) that anatomizes men, and J, being uuder the un- 
happy circumstances, and in a very mean condition, would gladly 
live as long as | cau; but, by all appearances, | am to be executed 
next March having no friends on earth that will speak a word to 
save my life, nor send me a morsel of bread to keep life and soul 
together until that fatal day; so, if you will vouchsafe to come 
hither, I will gladly sell you my body (being whole and sound), to 
be ordered at your discretion ; knowing it will rise again at the 
general resurrection, as well from your house as from the grave, 
Your answer, sir, will highly oblige. Yours, etc., 

“JAMES BROOKE, 
“Fisherton-Anger Gaol, October 3rd, 1736." 


peal le ee 

4th October, 1683.—Evelyn, in his “ Diary,” under this date, 
says :-—" Following his Majesty (Charles IT.) this morning thro’ the 
gallerie, 1 went, with the few whoattended him, into the Dutcheese 
of Portsmouth’s dressing roome, within her bed chamber, where 
she was in her morning loose garments, her maids combing her, 
newly out of bed, his Majesty and the gailants standing about her : 
but that which engaged my curiosity was the rich and splendid 
furniture of this woman s apartment. now twice or thrice pull'd 
down and rebuilt to satisfy her peodign and expensive pleasures. 
whilst her Majesty's dos not exceede some gentlemen's ladies in 
furniture and accommodation.” 


SHE WANTED INFORMATION. 


“No, I don’t want no sausages to-day,” remarked a sad-eyed 
woman to the purveyor of those toothsome but mysterious viauds. 
“T don't know what you make them of, but this | do know, that 
my litde Billy's got quite retriever-like in his ways lately—never 
so happy as when he's fetching sticks in his mouth, and all that 
kind of thing. Young Tommy. he don't do nothing but sleep in 
front of the fire, or squat on the floor and beg for lumps of sugar: 
whilst it’s a sight more nor I can manage to keep them there twins 
off the tiles o’ nights, and the neighbours is ecoomapainiog some- 
thing dreadful. I don't wish to say nothink unpleasant, youns 
eg bat I should certingly like to know if you can account for all 
this ‘ere 


—_—__q~—— 


HE QUEERED HIS PITCH. 

“YeEs, gentlemen,” said the stranger, as he mopped up his “ tlree 
of Irish Pet the bar of the “ Piebald’ Hetnever can honestly 
assert that I have never, to my recollection, told a lie.” 

There was a tearsons senets until someone said, “ Excuse me, 
sir, but are you an angler?” 

“What's that to do with it?” responded the imitator of George 
Washington. 

“Never mind; are you?" 

“Well, sir, since you insist, I must confess that I am an ardent 
lover of the sport, and that in one single day 1 have often 
caught—.” . 

‘Alas! but a few short seconds before he was a hot favourite for 
the Veracity Stakes, and now offers of a thousand to one agains: 


found no takers. 
——— 


A DANGEROUS JOURNAL. 


“Yes," remarked the ex-editor of a recently smashed up paper, 
“we were making a gigantic fortune and could afford to pay 

rincely salaries to our staff—the ottice boy drove down in his 
frougham every morning. I assure you; but our paper wes so 
intensely funny that the authorities were compelled to stop its 
circulation on account of the alarming increase of corpulet? 
among the countless millions who read it—laugh and grow fat, 
you know! Yes dreadful shame—er—you haven't got half eee 
about you, I suppose? I left my puree at home in the billiar 


room. 
> 


WAS IT LOVE? 


“Do you think he was very fond of me?” asked the sweet, sunny 
eyed meahlen,; of her sweet, loving friend, after they had Jott, 186 

ariety and hada simple three ports in the Strand, at Short’s. © 23 
you think he loved me?” she asked. “Why? said Aramin a 
+ Because he said to me, ‘ You reside not with your maternal Te 
tive ; ali your relations in the Church are di and gone, and ! 
called to see you no brother would offer to punch my hi ion 
and borrow half a sovereign alterwards?' Do you think he or 
me when he said these sweet soft shy words?’ Her dester 
fell down with such a suddenness that it clattered on her ¢ 
like the sound of a flatiron dropping on the washhouse stones. 


was a sweet and happy time. “ 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 
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on duty excepted), who should happen to meet with his - Kin dow, 
ina Railway Acerdent, wn any part of the Unite ‘. ae 
PROVIDED a copy of the current wssue of * ALLY SLOPER scident 
Houmpay” aso 


und upon the Deceased at the time of the A i 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HAtv-HoLIDAY” is published Lepts ee ie 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 10 o'c ger M feck 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expering at 
the following Thursday morniag. 


a ee 
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Saturday, September 27, 1890.) 
A COLLAR-IC CAROL. 


(The medical papers have been denouncing the high, tight collars, affected 
j hay 


chiefly by the © noe brigade, as oe ‘= cause of various ailments, including 


red noses and swollen faces and hea 


YE_ mashers, chappies, 
Johnnies, dudes 
(Whate’er your latest 
title), 
Excuse the bard who here 
intrudes 
With such a sad recital. 
The doctors now (with 
that light touch, 
Which  alwars 
those scholars), 
Says Swelldom runs in 
danger much 
By wearing high, tight 


ae collars ! 
y =) They say the skin upon 
‘nG the face 


Looe", 
q Will soon begin to show 


a trace 

Of blotches rep nnroma® 
wearing tight 

And_throat-compressing 
collars ! 


marks 


They also say your head 
will swell, 
Your brain be not ia 
loco ; 
That collars tight will cause as well 
Big blossoms on the boko! 
As for the former, feel no dread, 
You bet your bottom dollars 
There are other sorts of swollen head 
That are not caused by collars ! 
But still your téte will spread, it seems, 
If you (by fate) go these extremes ; 
Therefore, eschew this fashion new 
Of wearing high, tight collars ! 


_o———_— 


CHECK-MATE. 
Mrs. Sloper. I'm afraid that there “HALF-HOLIDAY ” paper of 
yourn ain't a doin’ very well, SLOPER. 
Ally, What makes you think that, my dear? ; 
Mra. Sloper. Why, T was a lookin through your desk this 
mornin’, to find a onvlope, and I see as how you've only got one 
cheque left in your book. 


Each Week Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Man gives Two Substantial Presents away every 
week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY “—oene to 
a Lady, and one to a Gentleman. Cut out and fill in the Label 
printed beiow, expressing a wish what you are in want of,and post 
it toc— 

ALLY’S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT. 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Envelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” September 27th, 1890. 


LL, aE I oS ce 


Addes6 oo ee 


Want ere ee ere ere ere rans 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
19lst WEEK. 
LIST FOR SEPTEMBER 18th. 
The following Applicants have been given 
“SLOPER PRESENTS.” 


1. Mrs, H. EMMONS, 1 Western View, Goring, READING. 
A MARBLE OLOCE. 
2. JONATHAN MOFFATT, 1 Lyall Street, Belgrave Square, LONDON. 


A GLADSTONE BAG. 
TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
column free of shares provided the 
Sender's Name and Address are inclosed, 
not for publication, but as a guarantee 
of goad faith. Tootsie undertakes to 
forward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters received in reply to the adver- 
tisements, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


M’8. aged 18, CONSTANCE, aged 19, ‘ 
fair, and of medium height, both con- 
sidered good-looking, wish to correspond with two 
young gentlemen of good position; tall and dark 
Preferred, Address, in confidence, with photo, if 
possible—* MaB,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


ys DORE axp CECIL, aged 25 
re, and 27, holding good positions fin a North 
‘irican town, wish to correspond with two 
young ladies, of siunilar age, with view to matrimony. Advertisers are fair, 
rather tall, and fond of home. Money not objected to, but a loving disposition 
Preferred. Please send photo, which will be returned. Address—* THEODORE ” 
uD CEct1.,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


EUNICE (aged 23). 


AURA, aged 25, is desirous of meeting with a gentleman of 
eth Sood business capabilities, with a view to matrimony. Must be tall, good- 
broking and amiable. Advertiser is 5 ft. 5 in. in height, fair complexion, good- 
rs mpered, of an affectionate disposition, and very domesticated ; would make an 
th ellent wife. Address, with photo, if possible, in strict confidence—* LAURA,” 
‘ootsie's Matrimonial Agency. 

y OUNG MILITARY SCHOOLMASTER, stationed in Dublin, 
rs desires to form acquaintance with young lady, with a view to matrimony. 
She must be musical, affectionate, and conter.t to travel. Apply, with photo, if 
Possible, to—“ Tommy B.,” Tootsies Matrimonial Agency. 


OUNG LADY seeks correspondence with tall gentleman in 
a, fair position. Advertiser is tall, ladylike, mnsical and thoroughly domes- 
Manat. Aged 29, Communications, in strict confidence, to—* MAUD,” Tootsie's 
uMrimonial Agency, 


R, 2rd 21, height 5 ft. 9 in., very healthy, jolly, affectionate, 
at ee And considered good-looking. desires correspondence with a young lady 
feacie 19 years, fair preferred, having good figure and complexion. He is in 
"ipt of good income, has expectations, and life is insured. Kindly inclose 

's Matrimonial ye 


Photo to—“R..” Tootsie’s Ma\ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


oe 
°° A Prize of £100 and the “AWARD OF MERIT” will be 
given to anyone who can prove that these letters are not genuine. 


“THE SLATERIES,” 27 BASINGHALL STREET, LoNDON, E.C., 
September \st, 1890, 

DEAR ALLY,—I have to thank you for your “ Award of Merit.” 
From the number of congratulations I have received, it is a source 
of pleasure to know that your “Jolly Nose” sheds its shining 
light throughout civilization. May it blossom for all time, and 
may the natural sweetness of your disposition continue to be 
increased by frequent applications of “Unsweetened.” By-the-by, 
ALLY, should you at any time desire my services in confidence— 
but “ Mum” is the word —l am your man. Faithfully yours, 

HENRY SLATER. 

P.S.—Would Tootsie like to join our staff? 


14 CARRINGTON StReEeT, NOTTINGHAM, September 4th, 1890. 

DEAR S1R,—I beg to acknowledge receipt of the “Award of 
Merit” you nivel? sent me. I consider it excellent, and prize same 
very much, Wishing you every success, | am, Sir, yours oot 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 

No, 23.—HE Goes FoRTH ON AN ERRAND OF LIFE AND DEATH. 
THE way was long, the wind was cold, 
And SLOPER was infirm and old. 

His teeth were chattcring in his head ; 
His nasal organ's ruby red 

Was mingled with a milder hue— 

The southern sky's cerulenn blue. 

His tottering limbs dodgarnedly quaked, 
His bones like all creation ached. 

Yet, still he crept upon his way, 

For, had he not, at break of day, 

With solemn voice and tlashing eye, 
Sublimely aworn to do or die? 


The way was long, the wind was cold, 
The Sabbath bel!s had not yet tolled ; 
And Snatcher, in The Remnant’s rear, 
Kept wondering much what crochet queer 
Had tempted our Quixotic Cuss 

To brave the chills of autumn thus, 

For, when they left The Wreck's domain, 
The Weeping Wreck had sought in vain 
Some friendly cabman who, on tick, 
Would drive him to his port ; then, sick 
At heart, had murmured with a sigh, 
“Wal, blimey, I will do or die!" 


The way was long, the wind was cold, 
And morning milkmen, to behold 

Abroad so soon The Mildewed Sire, 

Were dazed, dumbfounded ; and a dire 
Danteaque foreboding seized on them 
That, by ill fate, the F.0.M. 

Had, for the public weal, designed 

To test their milk (’) and have them fined. 
But all their troublous fears were vain; 
Each chalk-retailer breathed again 

When SLOPER him with the cry, 
“By hevvings, | will do or die!” 


The way was long, the wind was cold; 

But on that Sabbath morn The Old 
Mysterious File kept crawling still 
Through Walworth Road, o'er Champion Hill: 
Then down the gay Green Lane he passed, 
And rightward turned, until at last— 

At last, fhank Heaven !—his task was o'er; 
The “ Half Moon” landlord ope'd his door ! 
And SLOPER raised a joyful cry : 

“ A bond fide traveller 1! 

Take, landlord—take my last two d., 

And bring a‘ pint of four’ to me. 

For speechless boozed last night was I, 
And now must either drink or dio!” 


INQUISITIVENESS. 
“Do two halves make a whole, pa?” “Yes, my child.” “Then, 
Ann Mary, my half-sister, and Mary Ann, my other half-sister, 
when they re together they make one whole sister that I've got, 


don't they? 
OS. 


The Eminent has this day conferred his 


AWARD OF MERIT 


nthe following Ladics and Gentlemen, the qualifications bein 
—_ ‘ ’ stated bencath cach name — - ’ 


T. C. Brock, | Rupyarp KIPLING. 
Because his freworks always go | Because he's an ornament to 
off well. | literature. 
LEONI CLARKE, | ISABEL LynpDon, 
Because he's the King of Cats. | Stecause she's “ Tootsie’s Latest Mash.” 


Ess B -Coutts, | J. NUTTALL, 
Pine or, is van pailaubraptie, Because he beat Finney at Brighton. 
Pror. DALTON, G. VON PRITTWITZ-PALM 


| he's ALLY'B Li 
Because ALLY believes he really | eons wee Oil v's Lightning 
swam the Channel, 


MARK TWAIN. 
LEN HALSEY, wi | Because he's America's greatest 
Because he gave A, SLOPER the stick. | humorist, 
OLIVER WENDELL HOLMEs, | Il. C. Watson, 


Because he's eighty-five,and the autocrat | Because he knows how to set 
of the breakfast-table still, | SLOPER up. 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, 
September 27th, 1890. Fleet Street, London, E.C. 


ALLY SLOPER’S POOR BOX. 


——— 
*,° Subscribers of not less than a Shilling will receive ( post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK £43 ls. 64d. 

ALLY Storer (weekly donation), £1; F. DUNK, 2s, 6d.; L. TRBBUTT, 1s.; 
BoosPINeE, 1s. 6d.;: E. S., 18.; E, VEDRENNE, 1s.; J. LEWORTHY, 138.3 
A. Bass, 18.; T. GRAHAM, 2s. 2d.; E. C. ELLs, 2s. 6d.; E. Forp, 1d.; 
M. SCHOLLAR, Is ; W. KEY, 1s.; W. COOPER, Is, 6d. * W. GRATIAM, SENR,, 18.3 
H. DEAMER, 4d.; EVERYBODYS AUNT MeG, £1; R. A. ARMSTRONG, 1s.; 
S. RADFORD, 1s.; J. MILLER, 1s.; FRED THOMPSON, 2s. 6d. 

Making a total received up to September 16th, 1890—£46 5s. 74d. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


SEASIDE MEM.—When Virgil wrote of the “ far spreading beech," 
was he at Felixstowe? 

“PosT FREE” murmured SLOPER, as he let go his hold of the 
telegraph pole and fell into the gutter. 

How to begin business with a large capital.—Thus, Business. 

SEEN AT THE ADELPH1.—Zhe English Rose, and cheered 
lustily. 

A GENERAL(’S) SERVANT—A captain in the Salvation Army. 

WHEN is the vilest. engine-driver a highly respected man ?— 
When he is surrounded by his-steam. 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
CAPTAIN GREGORY’S LEG. 


(A MENDacious ROMANCE OF MERCENARY MATRIMONY.) 
= 
CHAPTER IV. 

WHEN Captain Gregory was hauled out of the butter kit,and the 
bulk of the butter scraped out of his hair, it was found that he had 
only one leg to stand 
upon. All that re- 
mained of the com- 
pressed gas-link was 
a leather strap, and 
not only had the leg 
gone, but it had ut- 
terly ruined a pair of 
trousers in its going. 
For weeks after, bits 
of leather and tw 
trousering were found 
in various counties, 
and at one place the 
coroner insisted on 
holding an inquest on 
an iron strap-buckle 
and the heel of a boot, 
which had been found 
in the territory under 
his jurisdiction, 

Luckily, the cap- 
tain escaped unhurt 
otherwise than in his 
feelings, and all the 
damage was confined 
to the loss of the leg, 
much broken window 
glass, and some de- 
crease in the value of 
the butter which had 
so providentially 
acted as a buffer for 
the captain’s head. The captain was assisted home, and once more 
donned his wooden pin. But it was only to be temporary. The 
consciousness of the improved appearance which the artificial leg 
had imparted to him impelled him to ta another, and, convinced 
that the comp article carried with it too many risks, he 
this time determined to invest in the spring action, self adjusting 
leg, as apparently giving the best value for the money invested. 

The captain was once more measured and fitted with his new 
limb, and once more he was delighted with the result. The 
apparatus was certainly heavier than the prerice: leg, but then the 
other had showed a want of ballast, which made the captain doubt 
if lightness was a recommendation to a person who desired to 
retain a secure anchorage. 

Captain Gremery faithfully practised the new limb. It did not 
ate itself 
readily to up and 
downstairs prac- 
tice, but as an 
article which 
could be posed 
gracefully when 
its owner was 
seated on achair. 
it worked like a 
charm ; and the 
captain's mind 
roamed tenderly 
to the period 
when Mary 
might consent to 
ait on{that patent 
sprin action, 
self adjustin 
knee joint, an 
tell him how she 
loved him. 

One feature of 
the leg he had 
had no opportu- 
nity of testing— 
that of its use- 
fulness as a dis- 
couragement to 

k canvassers. 
No book can- 
vasser had called, 
so the captain 
had to be content to accept its value in that aspect on trust. But 
he was not to have long to wait. Ags soon as he decided that it 
was proficient, he decided to takea walk. The butcher's dog, which 
had not seen him since the day of the gas-leg catastrophe, imme- 
diately began its picturesque demonstrations, and made the welkin 
ting With its vociferous row. 

Cautiously the captain judged the distance between him and the 
dog, and cautiously he adjusted the graduated screw to the point 
which would do justice to a fourteen-stone canvasser. Then he 
touched the spring; the leg flew out, and that dog's bark immediately 
began to grow fainter and fainter as its owner sailed away towards 
the zenith, with a slight bias towards the northern horizon. As the 
dog did not keep a diary on its excursion, it is not known how far 
it was kicked ; but when it came home at the end of the week, it 
was a much less ex- 
uberant dog, and 
seemed to be dissatis- 
fied about something. 

The captain was 
sntistied—here was a 
leg which fulfilled its 
promise of perform- 
ance! If wound up 
two or three times a 
day, it was all right 
and thoroughly reli- 
able, and if care was 
taken to touch the 
proper springs, it 
could be made to do 
anything. It had ono 
little disadvantage. 
however. There was 
an occasional click 
heard from its machi- 
nery. and at times 
there was a whirr, as 
the wheels of the 
knee joint went 
round faster than at 
others. But the cap- 
tain got to know the 
symptoms when 
these eccentricities 
were due, and effec- 
tually disguised them 
with a cough or a 
sneeze, 

The captain was 
now every evening at Mary's residence, and, to all appearances, 
Mary was reconciled to her destiny, She even had heen seen 
walking out with him, and the heart of the Another was torn with 
rage and jealousy.—( Zu be continued next weck.) 


Only one leg to stand upon. 


Sailed away towards the zenith. 


Walking out with the captain. 
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Nu. 170.—LEONARD BOYNE, F.O.5. 


“THOSE who have witnessed the English Rose at the Adelphi 
Theatre, cannot have failed to have been struck with the stalwart 
proportions and handsome features of the hero, Leonard Boyne. 
Indeed, it is in accordance with the wishes of numerous love- 
stricken damaels, that we depict the features of the illustrious 
gentleman inthis week's“ Gallery.” Although spending fabulous 
sims of money, our effurts to trace the career of Leonard iu 
his early childhood have been entirely unsuccessful, so we are 
compelied to commence almost in the middle—that is, at the age 
of about sixteen, Our hero, at this period of his existence, was 
not engagel in any particular profession, and his sole ambition 
seemed to be to look theatrical, so partly with this idea, and 
partly from economical motives, it was the rule rather than theex- 
ception for the genial youth to wear long hair. Although he used 
to almost haunt the stage door of one our metropolitan theatres, 
it was a long time before Leonard found an opportunity of join- 
ing the profession he so sincerely loved. But everything comes 
to him who waits, and the call boy of the theatre falling ill, our 
hero, who was as usual in the vicinity, was offered the ition, 
whieh, needless to say, he immediately snapped at. Leonard, 
having obtained a footing in the profession, it was not long 
before he showed talent of an uncommon nature, and before 
many months had expired he was offerel the chief tragedian- 
ship of the company. Chiefly becanse he is a sterling actor, our 
hero was created F.O.S. an the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ pre- 
sented ty him October 8th, 1887."-—Dehrett Imnrored, 


FAIR UNCHRISTIAN. 
A present from the Church of England Temperance Society 
to SLOPER. ATLY wonders what they mean by it. 


CHIVALROUS TIMES. 

No heavy undertakers’ fees in those days, ob, dear, no! The 
men were too economical and chivalrous. What could a wife 
wish for more than to be buried by her own husband ? 


THOSE “REGULATION” BOOTS: 

Constable, Now, then; wake up, there! Why don't yer co 
home? 

Belated Clibman, C-c-rause I prefers) to be 'n me boots, Why 
don’ yer do the same, ole ‘fler, ‘sted o' v alkin’ ‘bout a‘night ? 
They're big enough, God knowsh! 

eS 


——— - ——_ 
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HE KILT THEM ENTIRELY! 


’ aa ' 


you are just too late! 

Rodert. Eh? What do you mean ? 

Ethel. Oh, uncle had the scarecrow stolen from his field 
obtained another ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


Van 


Ethel (to her cousin, who has just come down adorned in his new Highiand costume), What a pity, Robert ; | 


last night, and he's just been in to tell us that he has | 


(Saturday, September 27, 1890, 


~ 
“ Almost as good as the Eminent’s, ain't it, guv’nor ?” 


Mother, Which do you prefer—Mr. Snodkins or } 
Green? Daughter. Oh, both,mamma! Mother. iss! 


Tl lay ‘e's got summat good in that there ‘amper! Look ‘ere, you go be'ind the tree, 
and I'll drawr ‘is attention orf, and then you grab it an’ do a guy! D'y'ear ?"°—- 
(2), The next moment Professor Gumbeetie was startlel by a large stone, which | 


(1). Little AU/red. “ Look-a-there, Bill! The ole bloke seems to be enjoyin' o° ‘isself. | 


burst through the Scientific Gazetle, which he was perusing, and struck him on the 
chest.——(3). “ You murderous young scaramoucb ! I saw you do it !" cried he, and 


SE STUPID WAITERS! 


TH 


“Pommery giant sir?" 
© Well, what if potatoes are a ha'penny, I euppose I can for ‘em. Give me some 
champagne, and look sharp about it.” Li Lt : 


Daughter, Oh, onc after the other, of course, mamma! 


started in pursuit of little Alfred, who would doubtless have escaped, had it not been 
for an awkward fence.—(4). Meanwhile Bill annexed the hamper, and prepared for 
a hearty meal. The “old bloke,” however, happened to be an amateur naturalist. anl 
the basket contained a choice assortment cockroaches, hornets, etc. They did the 
lunching and Bill did the howling. ——+ Poor, little Alfred also had a bad quarter 


of an hour of it, as the professor laid it un pretty thick. 
A TALE OF A TROLLEY. 


(1). “Now mind and be careful! * “All right. sir: you can depend upen 
me."-— (2). On the road, “ Ow pertickler the old josser’s getting !"— to - 
“Blowed if this ain't the best way to get along !"——(4). “ Oh,crikey: where 
am 1?” 


London: Vrinted by DALsIEL BRUTHERS, at theit Camden Press, High Stree 
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